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Just below our balcony a large sheet of white cloth
was spread, on which the women taking part in the
procession seated themselves as they came up ;
presently they were joined by an orchestra—side-
drums, violas, a small two-octave harmonium—and
an attendant choir of female voices. As Sikhs, the
women were unveiled ; many of them wore loose
trousers bunched in at the ankles, in the Mahometan
manner.
The various contingents paraded in no set order ;
each seemed a fragment detached haphazard from
the mass of men and women in the rear, that was
constandy being swelled by new arrivals. As it
filed past below the balcony, from each group there
burst a roar of loyal cries : " God bless our King ! "
" Long live the Master ! " The huge male ele-
phant that is the glory of Kapurthala loomed up
below and, leaving the procession, halted facing us.
In the silver howdah a tall old man was intoning
verses from a Sikh Bible laid before him on a lectern.
An attendant, a sort of sacristan, seated behind the
priest, leaned over his shoulder to dust the holy book
with a white horse-hair fly-whisk, keeping time to
the rhythm of the verses. Patiently the elephant
stood his ground, in devout or philosophic—or was
it merely elephantine?—immobility. Tired, per-
haps, of waving his trunk to and fro and sniffing at
the pebbles on the road, he had slipped the tip
inside his mouth.
A pious mendicant had climbed on to the bal-
cony ; after kissing the Maharaja's feet he held out
a champagne-bucket, which the attendants filled
with sweetmeats. Some other saintly personages
followed his example ; they presented us with little
birds'-nests in sugar, thumbed and grimy, and
departed with a few rupees.

